Thee Temple Ov Sidekick Truth 


Author: handsome_devil 


Bands: Psychic TV 


Characters: Genesis P-Orridge, Paul Hampshire (Bee) 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Non-adult 

Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Dec 09 2019 04:4819 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


L-Ov-E is all ways over in thee mourning 


Author's Notes: 

Early 80s-era when Bee joined Psychic TV for a while. He/him/his pronouns because Gen, however ambiguous 
in gender identity already, didn't identify as pandrogyne at the time. | have ambivalent feelings about Gen and | 
think s/he's a character who provokes just that. However, a little distance is key. | recommend reading "Art 
Sex Music" by Cosey Fanny Tutti, a highly interesting and very well-written memoir that sets the record 
straight for all the incidents where Gen tried to rewrite history in h/er favour. 


Some people are afraid to even touch him. 
Angelic, a masterpiece, they presume seeing him as a human would be insulting, as if it were degradation, being 


at eye level. 
Gen just grabs his delicate wrists, puts him in a white T-shirt with Charles Manson's eyes on it and makes 
him look like another regular band member - well, they're all freaks, granted, but he doesn't stand out this 


time. 


Gen doesn't touch his cheek as if made of marble, and instead of marvelling at his face in speechless praise, 


Gen forces acid-coated fingertips into his perfect mouth and makes him suck until this world is part of 


heaven. 


Only Gen is still there, although a stranger in heaven, he is the small space that's reserved for malice to linger 
around, in case you get too comfortable. That cave that's carved out for the presence of demons, any 
Paradise must have it, for what would bliss be without the nearby hiss of the snake? 


Gen is a devil who takes what he wants, steals whatever he desires, ideas and money and Bee's kisses, 
indifferently weighing the heart in his chest. 

He's a right bastard, Bee sometimes hears his own thoughts - or are they the warnings of others? - through 
layers of drugs and hands which are pressed on his ears so that he will not listen Words like whispering 
clouds, they can't be real, like the people who leave their circle never were real, so soon they become ghosts. 


He watches Gen arrange them all like in a play, in charge even when he pretends not to be. Cosey's cautionary 
tales of abuse and manipulation in the distance, keep away, but he stays, it all seems a dream, Gen is so 

unreal. A face like there can be none, features of change and control, a cult leader's face. Bored by the world, 
as he often is, something strangely female in this ever-shifting face, but not pretty, like Bee, yet mesmerising. 


He calls him clever and talented and always his - my friend, my boy - and only when Bee needs it worst does 
he mention his beauty. Words are his most powerful tool, words and the people who'd do anything for him 


because of them. 


Sure, he is selfish, but so charming it's disarming, in Bee's case at least, he feels special around him, a 
different kind of special that's not based on his gorgeous appearance. Gen makes him feel like one of the 


mortals. Deemed worthy of sharing secrets and magick with. 


And his face, again. There could be wanted posters everywhere in town saying "Beware this girlman" - and 


rightfully, there should be - but Bee couldn't not trust him. 


Not after the trips they made to other dimensions, Gen pressing his LSD-soaked tongue against his, slug bait, 
melting into him, taking him along to the promised land. 


Not after Gen introduced him to his hero Brion Gysin, whom Bee had wanted to meet so badly. 


Not after looking into a Dreamachine for the first time, side by side with an eager Gen, feeling his perception 
alter in syne with his quickening heartbeat. 


No, he owes so much to Gen Psychic TV and the TOPY are a sort of family to him where he is not alone with 
his strange interests, where nobody deems his orientation unnatural or his piercings perverted. People here are 


more or less on the same level as him, and he's learning something new every day. 


That Gen likes to watch, for example - he learnt that first. How he assigns partners to Paula, and gets off 
watching them make love. Bee's eyes glaze over when he thinks of getting fucked in front of Gen, but it isn't 


time - not yet. 


Gen takes his time, goes in for another round, eyeing him, circling him, catching his scent from afar. All Bee 


can do is wait, because no one puts pressure on Gen unpunished. 


He hears the far-away clatter of dishes, another temper tantrum Gen throws, at Paula or whomever, Bee 
doesn't know, because to him he's always sweet, so sweet Bee cannot trust his own ears when he hears Gen 
yelling. Smashing things and, as the rumours go, even throwing pets around. Cats and dogs, down the stairs, 


back when he lived with Cosey. 


But Bee wasn't there and he never saw that. It might just be another hurt soul bad-mouthing Gen. Isn't any 


other mouth bad compared to Gen's? 


The door bangs shut, another member leaving, another ghost. When they're gone, they're ghosts. They weren't 
even there. Here, where Gen's word is reality, where his lips have created the world. Where each of them is a 
presence continually becoming and Bee, human or angel, or both, or neither, feels closer to his origin, his 


genesis. 


